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The  Study 


Founded  1915.  Incorporated  by  Act  of  the  Quebec  Legislature  for  the 
Elementary  and  Higher  Education  of  Girls  under  a  Board  of  Governors. 


Mr.  Douglas  T.  Bourke 


Vice-Chairman 


Mr.  P.  Henderson 


Honorary  Treasurer 

Mr.  John  Hallward 

Honorary  Secretary 

Mrs.  R.  Sabler 

Members 

Mrs.  T.R.  Dalglish 
Mr.  T.S.  Gillespie 
Mr.  R.  A.  Hall 
Mrs.  A.  D.  McCall 
Mr.  A.  R.  McKim 


Mrs.  Helen  Hale,  B.  Comm,  C.A 


Miss  Judith  Rees 


Odds  and  Ends  from  an  Unwritten  Diary . 

October.  The  Magazine  committee  proposes  a  change  in  the  name  of  the  Yearbook  and 

Barbara  wants  to  present  their  suggestion  to  the  Board  of  Governors. 

November.  Barbara's  presentation  surprised  and  pleased  the  Board.  They  seem  favourably 

disposed  and  particulary  impressed  with  the  approach.  .  .not  what  one  would  ex¬ 
pect  from  the  revolutionary  younger  generation.  They  like  the  name-  Trillium.  .  . 

(Trilliums . a  field  of  trilliums,  white  tri-lobed  faces  on  glossy  green  collars,  sun-yellow 

centers  reflecting  the  spring-glow  from  the  blue,  blue  sky.  .  .  trilliums  bending  and  dancing  as  my 
collie  and  I  run  through  them  down  to  the  ravine  .  .  .  hundreds  of  trilliums  in  Ohio,  and  in  Montreal 
a  school  chooses  them  as  a  symbol.  ) 

December.  Permission  granted  to  call  the  magazine  "Trillium".  (Trilliums . White 

trillium,  TRILLIUM  GRANDIFLORUM,  family  Liliaceae,  symmetry  of  three,  loves  banks  of  ravines  and 
wooded  slopes,  native  perennial,  blooming  May-June  in  rich,  damp  woods  from  Canada  to  North  Car¬ 
olina.  ) 

December.  Barbara  informs  me  that  my  page  is  requested  -  soon? 

December.  Asked  about  the  theme.  "Oh  odds  and  ends.  Everything.  Anything." 

(Trilliums . a  vast  quilt  of  white  centered  triangular  green  blocks  on  the  hill-top  where  the 

sun  penetrates  through  tangled  branches  not  yet  in  leaf.  .  .  across  the  brook  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill, 
a  black  and  white  pony  standing  all  alone.  .  .  Had  someone  left  it  there?  I  wonder  if  I  knew  that  Mon¬ 
treal  existed.  I  know  I  did  not  care  at  that  moment  for  I  had  my  very  own  pony!) 

January.  Barbara  was  sent  to  haunt  me.  The  deadline  approaches.  So-  odds  and  ends, 

inspired  by  trilliums. 

(Trilliums . bold  white,  reticent  green,  sturdy,  blithe,  thriving  in  cool  sun  and  fresh  air, 

but  needing  a  rich  environment.  A  good  symbol  for  the  Study.  ) 
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The  Staff- 1974-1975 


Mrs.  Scott,  Mrs.  Cooke,  Miss  Tedeschi,  Mme.  Looten,  Mrs.  Packer,  Mrs.  Vivian. 


Mrs.  Ronsley,  Mrs.  Gauthier,  Mrs.  Barrie,  Mrs.  Willmott,  Mme.  Perera,  Mme 
Glorieux,  Mrs.  Ratcliff. 
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grads  75 


Katie  Dingle 


HEAD  GIRL 


Love  while  you've  got 
love  to  give. 

Live  while  you've  got 
life  to  live. 

-Piet  Heim 

Every  winter  weekend  Kat  can  be 
found  skiing  at  Mont  Tremblant  totally 
unaware  of  her  unfinished  homework, 
somehow  she  always  manages  to  get  it 
done.  Can  you  imagine  Katie  in  the 
right  classroom  at  the  right  time,  with 
her  glasses?  Despite  her  periodic  ab¬ 
sentmindedness  Katie  is  an  efficient 
headgirl,  an  enthusiastic  member  of 
the  games  club  and  a  friend  to  all. 


Liza  Henderson 

SUBHEAD  GIRL 

"in  the  midst  of  winter  I  finally  learned 
that  there  was  in  me  an  invincible 
summer.  " 

Camus 

In  one  of  the  stars  I  shall  be  living. 
In  one  of  them  I  shall  be  laughing.  And 
so  it  will  be  as  if  all  the  stars  were 
laughing,  when  you  look  at  the  sky  at 
night.  I,  too,  shall  look  at  the  stars. 
All  the  stars  will  pour  out  fresh  water 
for  me  to  drink.  .  . 

St.  Exupery 
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Polly  Carter 

LIBRARY  HEAD 

"Follow  the  Yellow  brick  road" 

"The  only  man  who  behaved  sensibly 
was  my  tailor:  he  took  my  measure  anew 
every  time  he  saw  me.  " 

Shaw 


Barbara  Clerihue 

1972-1975 

Yearbook  Editor 

"Sometimes  when  you're 

feeling  important 

Sometimes  when  your  ego's 
in  bloom 

Sometimes  when  you  take  it 
for  granted 

You're  the  best  qualified 
in  the  room 

Take  a  bucket  and  fill  it 
with  water 

Put  your  hand  in  it  up  to 
the  wrist 

Pull  it  out,  and  the  hole 

that's  remaining 

Is  a  measure  of  how  you'll 
be  missed.  " 

Doomed?  Anon 
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Jane  Common 


so  it  goes- 


Linda  Cooper 

1965-1975 

"You  are  tired  with  years  of  civiliz¬ 
ation.  I  come  and  offer  you,  what?  -  A 
single  green  leaf.  " 

"Distinguishing  Linda  in  a  crowd  is 
never  a  problem-  two  legs,  a  slide- 
rule  and  a  mobile  mountain  of  books.  " 

A  friend. 


Kathy  Elder 

".  .  .  well,  I've  been  waiting. 

I  was  sure 

We'd  meet  between  the  trains 
we're  waiting  for. 

I  think  it's  time  to  board 
another.  " 

Leonard  Cohen 
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Jane  Fontein 


1963-1975 

"But  the  waiting  time,  my  brothers 
Is  the  hardest  time  of  all.  " 

Sarah  Daudrey 


Barbara  Goddard 

1963-1975 

Sub-head  of  Delta  Beta 

"Why  should  we  be  in  such  desper¬ 
ate  haste  to  succeed,  and  in  such  des¬ 
perate  enterprises?  If  a  man  does  not 
keep  pace  with  his  companions,  perhaps 
it  is  because  he  hears  a  different  drum¬ 
mer.  Let  him  step  to  the  music  which 
he  hears  however  measured  or  faraway. 

Henry  David  Thoreau 


Sarah  Hampson 

1971-1975 

Household  of  MuGamma 
Prefect 

"This  is  blessing,  this  is  life.  " 


Vicky  Harris 


1967-1975 

Prefect 

Househead  of  Beta  Lambda 

"A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy 
forever. " 

John  Keats 


Diane  McCuaig 

''Don't  compromise  yourself.  You  are 
all  you've  got.  " 

Janice  Joplin 

What  would  the  Sixth  Form  do  with¬ 
out  Dyan9  We  would  all  be  depressed 
and  socially  repressed!  We  couldn't 
have  made  it  without  her.  V.H. 


Erika  Howard 

"Times  I  find  it  hard  to  say 
With  useless  words  getting  in  my  way 
Silence  often  says  nuch  more 
Than  trying  to  say  what's  been  said 
Before.  " 


George  Harrison 
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Heather  Kyle 


"Human  beings  live  in  a  realm  un¬ 
touched  by  science.  It  is  the  domain 
of  appetites,  passions,  sentiments, 
aestheticism  and  morals.  The  only 
truth  in  this  realm  is  what  we  perceive 
and  what  we  feel.  11 

LeCompte  de  Nouy 


Cindy  Hops 

1970-1975 

"Though  somewhat  tardy 
I  perchance  arrive.  " 


Stephanie  Metrakos 


Have  we  here  the  first  woman  pres¬ 
ident  of  the  Bank  of  Montreal?  Will  she 
discover  a  cure  for  cancer  or  win  the 
Kentucky  Derby  on  her  horse  Andarti? 
Until  then  she  spends  her  time  counting 
pennies  after  collection  and  putting 
cautiously  down  the  2  and  20. 
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Marion  Mitchell 


"We  had  joy,  we  had  fun. 
We  had  seasons  in  the  sun 
Terry  Jacks 


Barbara  Moore 

71-75 

Sports  Captain 
Sub-head  Beta  Lambda 

MThe  hardest  thing  in  life  is  saying  bye 

for  now  knowing  it's  forever 

All  farewells  should  be  sudden-  bye.  " 

Lord  Byron 


Debbie  Oates 

63-75 

Sports  Captain  Kappa  Rho 
Yearbook  committee 

"l  came  in  hope  of  finding  my 
own  reflections 

to  make  it  more  than  what  it  is. 
If  I  must  go  away  with  less 
fortify  me  with  your  smile. 

The  journey  back  is  longer  than 
the  forward  run.  " 

Rod  McKuen 
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Susan  Schwob 


63-75 

Sub-head  of  Kappa  Rho 

"Laugh,  and  the  world  laughs  with  you; 
Weep,  and  you  weep  alone; 

For  the  sad  old  earth  must 

borrow  its  mirth. 

But  has  trouble  enough  of  its 

own.  " 

Ella  Wheeler  Wilcox 


Amy  Scowen 

"Dedicated  to  the  rough  riders, 
ghost  poets,  low-down  rounders, 
sweet  lovers,  desperate  charac¬ 
ters, 

sad-eyed  drifters  and  rainbow 
angels-those  high  on  life  from 
all  ends  of  the  wild  blue  yonder.  " 

B.  Dylan 


Susan  E.  Seagram 

72-75 

Prefect,  Treasurer 
Games  Captain  Delta  Beta 

"Me  I'm  iust  the  luckey  kind. 

Love  to  hear  you  say  that  love 

is  love. 

And  though  we  may  be  blind. 

Love  is  here  to  stay  and  that's 

enough. " 

Lennon  and  McCartney 
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Elizabeth  Shaver 


"Our  life  is  an  apprenticeship 
to  the  truth,  that  around  every 
circle  another  can  be  drawn;  that 
there  is  no  end  in  nature; 
but  every  end  is  a  beginning.  " 


Selina  Stewart 

"In  the  heat  of  composition  I 
find  that  I  have  inadvertedly 
allowed  myself  to  assume  the  form 
of  a  large  centipede.  " 

C.  S.  Lewis 

"What  geometry  test?" 


Wendy  Whittall 

1965-1975 

Household  of  Delta  Beta 

"I'm  sure  no  heart  goes  wrong 
That's  told  "Good-bye,  God  bless 

I!  H 


E.  Field 
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HALFWAY  DOWN 


Halfway  down  the  stairs 

Halfway  up  the  stairs 

Is  a  stair 

Isn't  up 

Where  I  sit. 

And  it  isn't  down. 

There  isn't  any 

It  isn't  in  the  nursery. 

Other  stair 

It  isn't  in  the  town. 

Quite  like 

And  all  sorts  of  funny 

it. 

Run  around  my  head: 

I'm  not  at  the  bottom 

"it  isn't  really 

I'm  not  at  the  top 

Anywhere ! 

So  this  is  the  stair 

It's  somewhere  else 

Where 

Instead !  " 

I  always 

-A. A.  Milne 

Stop. 
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iis&iia* 
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activities 


Vicky  Harris,  Diane  McCuaig,  Katie  Dingle,  Liza  Henderson,  Sarah  Hampson 


Prefects’  Council 


"The  girls  nowadays  display  a  shock¬ 
ing  freedom;  but  they  were  partly  led 
into  it  by  the  relative  laxity  of  their 
mothers,  who,  in  their  turn,  gave  great 
anxiety  to  a  still  earlier  generation.  " 

Edmund  Gosse 


"There  is  nothing  worth  the  doing  that 
it  does  not  pay  to  try,  " 

Thought  the  little  black-eyed  rebel, 
with  a  twinkle  in  her  eye. 

The  Little  Black-Eyed  Rebel  Stanza  11 

Will  Carleton 
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Editorial  Committee 


Some  day  when  you  clean  out  your  closet  you 
will  see  this  magazine,  and  open  it.  How  young 
everyone  was,  and  weird  hairdos,  you  will  think. 
Things  must,  and  will,  change,  and  though  we  may 
feel  very  intelligent  now,  there  will  come  a'  day 
when  now  is  a  different  time,  just  memories  of  a 
carefree,  silly  past.  It  is  a  shame  that  we  cannot 
stop  the  clock  and  keep  living  in  these  times.  If 
we  did  we  would  not  expand  and  become  different. 
So  it  is  for  the  best.  I  hope  that  when  you  are 
forty  years  old  and  your  children  look  over  your 
shoulder  at  this  book,  they  will  laugh,  because  if 
they  did  not,  there  would  be  something  missing- 
our  newness.  I  hope  we  have  captured  it. 

Happy  memories  , 

Barbara  Clerihue 


FRONT  ROW:  Kathy  Elder,  Sarah  Hampson,  Jane  Fontein,  Polly  Carter.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Jennifer 
Everson,  Diane  McCuaig,  Barbara  Clerihue,  Barbara  Moore,  Stephanie  Metrakos,  Barbara  Goddard 
BACK  ROW:  Marion  Mitchell,  Amy  Scowen,  Liza  Henderson,  Debbie  Oates,  Vicky  Harris,  Selina 
Stewart,  Linda  Cooper.  MISSING:  Susan  E.  Seagram 


FIRST  ROW:  Polly  Carter,  Chairperson;  Barbara  Goddard,  Diane  McCuaig,  SECOND  ROW:  Susan 
Schwob,  Elizabeth  Shaver,  Jennifer  Everson,  Liza  Henderson,  Kathy  Elder,  Joan  Sabler,  Susan  Gray, 
Jane  Fontein,  Barbara  Clerihue,  THIRD  ROW:  Sandra  DeJong,  Vicky  Gregory,  Jane  Roper,  Linda 
Cooper,  Vicky  Harris. 


Library  Committee 


They  used  to  Read!  Great  Scott!  Gadzooks! 
One  half  their  lives  was  reading  books! 

-Dahl 

"For  the  fiftieth  time,  we  don't  take  books 
out  that  way  any  more!  ..."  I'm  SURE  this 
library  doesn't  have  an  Alistair  McLean.  "  .... 
"We  ought  to  have  a  copy  of  PARADISE  LOST, 
don't  you  think?"...  "Can  we  wrap  cookies  for 
the  bake  sale  during  the  meeting?".  .  .  "Girls, 
whose  study  is  this  please ?"..  .  "Quick,  where's 
LA  PRESSE?  "  "I  have  to  do  an  expose.  ".  .  . 

I  must  behave  in  the  library  at  all  times,  I 
must  behave.  .  ".  "Give  me  a  break!  ".  . . 

Polly 


Wednesday’s  Children... 


Despite  cries  of  -  I'm  sorry,  my  collection  is  in  my 
coat  pocket.  .  .  "  "But  I  brought  it  last  week!  "  "Who  did 
you  say  the  Bazaar  money  was  going  to?"  and  "Our  class 
has  only  569  pennies.  "  this  year  succeeded  beyond  all 
expectations  (not  ours  mind  you).  The  Bazaar  receipts 
(the  best  ever)  totalling  $3341.  20  enabled  us  to  divide 
our  forces.  We  were  able  to  help  the  very  young  and  the 
very  old. 

The  St.  Laurence  Peoples  Daycare  Center  was  able 
to  buy  many  new  educational  toys  and  Orff  music  equip¬ 
ment  and  many  members  of  the  Senior  Citizens  Forum 
were  given  personal  spending  money"  only  to  be  used  for 
fun".  The  amounts  given  were  $1200.00  and  $1100.00 
respectively. 

This  year  we  continued  the  sponsorship  of  two  foster 
children,  Lee  Myung  Sook  (Korea)  and  Anna  Marie  Cor- 
inti  (Spain). 

Again  through  all  your  support  and  enthusiasm  (not 
to  mention  groaning)  we  gave  generous  donations  to  the 
United  Appeal,  the  Salvation  Army,  the  General  Hospital 
and  our  Christmas  families. 

-many  thanks  Susan  E.  and  Stephanie 


FIRST  ROW:  Caroline  Gillespie,  Celia  Dawson,  Mary  Riddell,  Jennifer  May,  Ati  Guttman,  Sarah 
Russell,  Emma  Hancock,  SECOND  ROW:  Christine  Scholes,  Dominique  Panet-Raymond,  Caroline 
Rhea,  Annabel  Hallward,  Linda  MacKenzie,  Beverly  Scholes,  Jennifer  McRobert,  Jennifer  Hallward, 
Pamela  Gregory.  THIRD  ROW:  Tey  Cottingham,  Melissa  Phillips,  Alison  Shore,  Jocelyn  Friedman, 
Rosemary  Whitehead,  Gigi  Kippen,  Nina  Wall,  Diana  Gregory,  Susan  Hood.  FOURTH  ROW:  Eliz¬ 
abeth  Wall,  Susan  Norsworthy,  Cynthia  Rhea,  Felicia  Norris,  Willis  Black,  Susan  Scholes,  Hilda 
Hollis.  FIFTH  ROW:  Brenda  Barlett,  Vicky  Gregory,  Celia  Rhea,  Lisa  McRobert,  Karma  Price, 
Jo-Anne  Velin,  Barbara  Oliver.  SIXTH  ROW:  Jane  Common,  Cindy  Hops,  Barbara  Moore,  Vicky 
Harris,  Jane  Fontein,  Barbara  Clerihue,  Joan  Sabler.  MISSING:  Sidney  Fisher,  Anne  Hallward. 


Beta  Lambda 


HOUSE  MISTRESSES: 
Mrs.  Cooke 
Mrs.  Gauthier 


HOUSE  OFFICALS; 
Head-Vicky  Harris 
Subhead-  Barbara  Moore 
Games  Captain-  Jane  Fontein 
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FIRST  ROW:  Joy  Kalinowicz,  Jill  Welsford,  Michele  Smith.  SECOND  ROW:  Sarah  Price,  Cynthia 
Hyde,  Kathy  Goddard,  Linda  Davis,  Amanda  Gaston,  Andrea  Nucci,  Amanda  Travers,  Jane  Whittall, 
Gwendolyn  Chambers,  THIRD  ROW:  Willa  Stevenson,  Jocelyn  DeJong,  Wendy  Davis,  Hilary  Bed¬ 
ford,  Sally  Bishop,  Cathy  Whittall,  Jane  Smallridge,  Heather  Avrith.  FOURTH  ROW:  Elspeth  Pat¬ 
erson,  Stephanie  Issacs,  Sarah  Ivory,  Caro  Creighton,  Joanne  de  Vries,  Sarah  Stairs,  Ann  Paterson, 
FIFTH  ROW:  Pamela  Carter,  Jeanie  Baxter,  Frances  Burfoot,  Virginia  Rolph,  Diana  Stevenson, 
Lisa  Price,  Sandra  DeJong,  Elizabeth  Smallridge.  SIXTH  ROW:  Heather  Kyle,  Susan  Hyde,  Barb¬ 
ara  Goddard,  Wendy  Whittall,  Liza  Henderson,  Polly  Carter.  MISSING:  Tricia  Heward,  Gabrielle 
Korn,  Elizabeth  Mulholland,  Madeleine  Mulholland,  Susan  Seagram. 


Delta  Beta 


HOUSE  MISTRESSES: 
Mrs.  Ronsley 
Mme.  Looten 


HOUSE  OFFICIALS: 

Head-  Wendy  Whittall 
Subhead-  Barbara  Goddard 
Games  Captain-  Susan  Seagram 
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FIRST  ROW:  Caroline  Price,  Borra  Garson,  Virginia  Zarifi,  SECOND  ROW:  Evelyn  Cheesbrough, 
Caroline  Ross,  Tania  McDougall,  Erika  Nadler,  Elise  Church,  Valerie  Otto,  Jill  McCuaig,  Anna 
Asimakopulos,  Melanie  Barwick.  THIRD  ROW:  Willa  McDougall,  Linda  Rudburg,  Claudia  Lach, 

Tina  Otto,  Carol  Turner,  Michelle  Roden,  Stephanie  Nadler,  Diana  Bourke,  Suzy  Barwick,  Jennifer 
Mather.  FOURTH  ROW:  Carolyn  Everson,  Willa  Farrell,  Wendy  Coughlan,  Alicia  Hugesson,  Dawn 
Alexander,  Nadya  Rambally,  Carissa  Layman.  FIFTH  ROW:  Jennifer  Everson,  Suzie  Coughlan,  Kar¬ 
en  Emmett,  Diane  Beardmore,  Gillian  Wright,  Sandra  Wickham,  SIXTH  ROW:  Erika  Howard,  Susan 
Porter,  Susan  Schwob,  Diane  McQuaig,  Debbie  Oates,  Elizabeth  Shaver,  Stephanie  Metrakos.  MISS¬ 
ING:  Margaret  MacCullum. 


Kappa  Rho 

HOUSE  MISTRESSES 
Mme.  Perera 
Mrs.  Willmott 


HOUSE  OFFICIALS: 

Head-  Diane  McCuaig 
Subhead-  Susan  Schwob 
Games  Captain-  Debbie  Oates 
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FIRST  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Mitzi  Bookman,  Charlotte  MacKenize,  Claire  O'Brian,  Michelle  Blundell, 
Nicola%Grant,  Cathy  Blundell,  Venetia  Eisenhauer,  Erin  O'Brian.  SECOND  ROW:  Martha  Scott,  Cyn¬ 
thia  Caron,  Kate  Dalglish,  Betsy  Harper,  Bethany  Harper,  Alexandra  Elliot,  Carlotta  Stoker,  Sally 
Spiers,  Caroline  Palmer.  THIRD  ROW:  Tara  Stoker,  Emily  Blundell,  Gillian  Newcomb,  Nora  McKim, 
Claudia  Rudge,  Robin  Laffoley,  Cynthia  McCall,  Margot  Walls.  FOURTH  ROW:  Debbie  Hall,  Jackie 
Newcomb,  Jennifer  Pepall,  Vicky  Stikeman,  Jennifer  Albu,  Eva  Vavruska,  Diana  Laffoley.  FIFTH 
ROW:  Marion  Cameron,  Jane  Roper,  Cathy  Welch,  Sarah  Dingle,  Sarah  Frost,  Julia  Markham,  Robin 
Rapoport.  SIXTH  ROW:  Marion  Mitchell,  Amy  Scowen,  Kathy  Elder,  Sarah  Hampson,  Susan  Grey, 
Katie  Dingle,  Selina  Stewart,  Linda  Cooper.  MISSING:  Sarah  Beech,  Alison  Dorr. 
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Mu  Gamma 


HOUSE  MISTRESSES: 
Mrs.  Barrie 
Mme.  Charnoubi 


HOUSE  OFFICIALS: 

Head-  Sarah  Hampson 
Subhead-Kathy  Elder 
Games  Captain-Susan  Gray 
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Bazaar  ’74 


"One  two,  three  o'clock,  four  o'clock  knit,  five  six,  seven  o'clock,  eight  o'clock  knit,  nine,  ten, 
eleven  o'clock,  twelve  o'clock  knit,  we're  gonna  knit  around  the  clock  tonight.  .  .  .  Brownies  are  we 

(da,  da,  da)  we  taste  best  by  far  (da,  da,  da) . pickles,  chutney,  pickles,  chutney,  jellies,  jellies, 

jam  jam  iam!  .  .  .Give  us  dogs  and  mice  and  rag  dolls,  cows  and  snakes  and  pigs  and  candles,  all 

we  ask  is  that  you  help  us  make  a  success . " 

You  did  and  we  thank  you. 

Love  Sixth  Form 
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Art 


This  year  the  senior  art  classes  made  an  animated  film-- 
their  first  venture,  in  the  motion  picture  industry.  To  prepare 
for  this  experience  they  visited  the  National  Film  Board  of 
Canada.  Prompted  by  their  elders'  interest,  the  grade  6's  tried 
their  hand  at  animation  also.  All  the  art  classes  participated 
in  making  the  beautiful  wall  murals  for  the  Bazaar  and  the 
Christmas  concert.  Much  thanks  to  Mr.  Titus  Tomchyk  for 
assisting  with  the  latter.  With  a  well-stocked  Art  room.  Miss 
Tedeschi  should  not  run  out  of  materials- -or  ideas  with  which 
to  use  them. 


The  Study  Choir,  although  not  a  professional  one,  somehow 
managed  to  come  through  beautifully  for  the  Christmas  Concert. 
The  whole  school  sang  well  and  the  concert  was  a  success,  but 
without  the  help  of  Mrs.  McCallum,  I  am  afraid  it  might  have  flop¬ 
ped  ! 

Miss  Tedeschi  and  Mrs.  McCallum  are  planning  a  Spring  Con¬ 
cert  with  the  theme  "Music  and  Art  Through  the  Ages".  While  we 
sing,  there  will  be  exibits  of  the  different  art  forms. 

The  Church  Service  promises  to  be  as  traditional  as  always, 
but  some  modern  tunes  just  might  work  their  way  in- -if  the  Sixth 
Form  has  their  way. 

Many  thanks  go  the  Friday  morning  piano  players:  Hilary 
Bedford,  Barbara  Clerihue,  Sandra  Dejong,  Kathy  Elder,  Sarah 
Frosst,  Vicky  Harris,  Susan  Porter,  Nadya  Rambally,  Susan  E. 
Seagram,  Elizabeth  Shaver,  Selina  Stewart,  Elizabeth  Wall,  and 
more  thanks  to  Susan  E.  ,  who  led  a  hymn  sans  piano! 
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Trip  to  Camp  Oolawan 

"Come  forth  into  the  light  of  things. 
Let  nature  be  your  teacher.  " 

-Wordsworth 


The  trip  to  Camp  Oolawan  was  an  enjoyable  experience 
for  everyone  and  we  hope  that  there  will  be  many  more  like 
it  in  the  future. 


Fencing 
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It  was  a  fun  trip 


Manoir  Lafayette-  it's  not  the  Ritz.  .  .  leftover 
egg  sandwiches  from  the  Bazaar.  .  .  the  Snowbirds 
of  Canada  divebombing  the  Chateau  Frontenac.  .  . 
undaunted  the  teachers  climb  over  the  locked  gates 
at  the  foot  of  the  boardwalk  with  more  ease  than  we 
.  . .  the  most  delicious  supper  with  wine! .  .  . 
"L'Ouvre  Boite"  -a  different  kind  of  play.  .  .  back 
to  the  Manoir  for  a  restful  night.  .  .  "Que  ce  que  se 
passe  ici?.  .  .  "Hush,  it's  le  proprietor".  .  .  Frau, 

I  have  to  go  downstairs  -  1  think  I  left  my  camera 
there.  .  .  "The  fact  is",  .  .  .  Girls,  it's  two  in  the 
morning.  .  .  social  status  is  changing.  .  .  Wake  up! 

.  .  .  Jane's  taken  a  picture  and  we've  missed  break¬ 
fast.  .  .  Took  a  shower  at  Montmorency  Falls.  .  . 
nous  sommes  arrivees  au  Moulin  St.  Laurent.  .  . 
Heh!  these  sandwiches  aren't  egg  .  .  .  caught  in  an 
anti-English  demonstration  at  l'Aquarium.  .  .  Home 
again. . . 
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TOP  ROW:  Vicky  Harris,  Katie  Dingle,  Susan  Hyde,  Cindy  Hops.  STANDING:  Sarah  Hampson, 
Barbara  Moore,  Captain;  Susan  Gray.  KNEELING:  Jane  Fontein,  Barbara  Goddard. 


Basketball 


First  Team 


Basketball  this  year  was  so  evenly  matched,  that  many 
games  ended  in  ties  or  a  one  point  difference.  The  first 
team  placed  second  behind  E.C.  S.  and  the  second  team 
tied  with  E.C.  S.  for  second  place.  Many  thanks  to  all 
team  members  (even  those  who  did  not  get  much  court 
time)  and  special  thanks  to  Mrs.  Hyde,  Mrs.  Gray,  Mrs. 
Dingle,  Mrs.  Harris,  L.C.C.  and  our  own  girls  for  their 
support. 
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TOP  ROW:  Jenny  Pepall,  Tara  Stoker,  Caro  Creighton,  Elspeth  Patterson,  Willa  Farrel.  SECOND 
ROW:  Sarah  Dingle,  Captain.  FRONT  ROW:  Sarah  Stairs,  Lys  Hugesson,  Jackie  Newcomb. 


Second  Team 
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TOP  ROW:  Susan  Hyde,  Sarah  Hampson,  Katie  Dingle,  Vicky  Harris.  SECOND  ROW:  Joan  Sabler, 
Lisa  Price,  Brenda  Bartlett.  FRONT  ROW:  Barbara  Moore,  Captain. 


Volleyball 


First  Team 


The  volleyball  season  proved  to  be  quite  intriguing 
this  year.  Both  teams  played  the  usual  tournament 
games;  first  team  finishing  second  and  second  team  in 
third  place.  Along  with  regular  games,  the  Study  also 
played  Bishops,  the  male  half  of  St.  Georges  and  a  few 
grade  elevens  even  had  the  courage  to  battle  with 
L.C.C.  in  a  vigorous  match.  Thanks  to  everyone  who 
supported  us;  it  was  a  good  season  for  all. 


TOP  ROW:  Jenny  Pepall,  Lys  Hugesson,  Robin  Rapoport,  Jackie  Newcomb,  Debbie  Hall.  FRONT 
ROW:  Sarah  Stairs,  Sarah  Dingle,  Captain;  Elspeth  Patterson. 
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TOP  ROW:  Susan  Hyde,  Sarah  Hampson,  Katie  Dingle,  Lisa  McRobert,  SECOND  ROW: 
Diane  McCuaig,  Barbara  Moore,  Captain;  Jackie  Newcomb.  FRONT  ROW:  Diana 
Leffoley,  Lys  Hugesson,  Sarah  Dingle. 


Swimming 


This  year's  junior  and  senior  swim  teams  did  quite  well, 
considering  no  one  had  been  in  the  water  since  August.  We 
competed  against  Trafalger,  ST  Georges,  E.C.S.  ,  and 
finished  second  place  over  all,  only  seven  points  behind 
Trafalger.  Thanks  to  all  who  supported.  Study  42,  E.C.  S. 
21,  St.  G's  18,  Traf.  48. 


Tennis 


TOP  ROW:  Vicky  Gregory,  Jennifer  Everson.  FRONT  ROW: 
Susan  Hyde,  Vicky  Harris. 


Although  the  two  teams  were  not  victorious,  they  both 
played  good  games.  Unfortunately  E.C.S.  was  just  too 
strong  for  us  so  they  took  the  cup  this  year.  It  was  an 
afternoon  of  great  tennis  enjoyed  by  both  winners  and  losers. 


TOP  ROW:  Jennifer  Everson,  Jeannie  Baxter,  Susan  Grey,  Vicky  Gregory. 
FRONT  ROW:  Debbie  Hall,  Sarah  Dingle. 
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BACK  ROW:  Annabelle  Hallows,  Caroline  Mulholland,  Jonet  Webster,  Nicole  Harrison,  Virginia 
Schweitzer,  Bettina  Denning,  Stephanie  Nobbs,  Cristine  McConnell.  FRONT  ROWT:  David  Kaufman, 
Oliver  Kippen,  Patrick  Sambrook,  James  von  Moltke. 
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BACK  ROW:  Erika  Fisher,  Sharon  de  Saleh,  Sandy  McCall,  Belinda  Laubi,  Michele  Cohen,  Leith 
Blachford,  Zoe  Creighton.  FRONT  ROW:  Leslie  Kaufman,  Tanya  Michael,  Julia  A  simakopulos, 
Nicola  Spencer.  ABSENT:  Rachel  De  Salis. 


BACK  ROW:  Diana  Walls,  Roberta  O'Brien,  Michelle  McConnell,  Nancy  Welsford,  Caro  Sambrook, 
Julie  Bushell,  Mary  Hallward,  Jane  Eisenhauer,  Jill  Bockmann.  SEATED:  Francesca  Travers, 

Anouk  Looten,  Sarah  Mulholland,  Siobhan  Finley,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough,  Fiona  Wright.  FRONT  ROW: 
Courtney  Church,  Blyth  Taylor.  ABSENT:  Caroline  Otto,  Natalie  Lerch. 


44 


BACK  ROW:  Cynthia  Ross,  Mary  Scott,  Wendy  Harper,  Cynthia  Bushell,  Alexandra  Gillespie, 

Melodie  Schweitzer,  Thalia  Grant,  Hope  Fraser.  FRONT  ROW:  Cynthia  Carrique,  Pola  Nowaczynski, 
Elizabeth  Waterston,  Sarah  Allan,  Andrea  Zeliper. 


SUMMER 
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THE  LONG  WORM 

Once  there  was  a  long  worm.  He  was  a 
long  long  worm.  He  had  a  girl  trend.  At 
6  o'clock  they  went  out  to  dinner  and  then 
they  got  a  ring.  There  names  where  Sand 
and  Bob. 

The  End 


Rachel  de  Sails 
Grade  1 


The  wind  blows  softly. 

wish,  sish,  -  ish  -  sh-  h 
the  trees  are  swaying  back  and  forth,  back 
and  forth 

buds  blooming  smelling 
sweet  birds  singing 
tra  -  la  la  la  tra  la  la  la 

soom  - - -  s  -- — -  oomm— om 

a  car  goes  by 

girls  skipping  boys  playing  baseball 
squirrels  cracking  nuts 
bears  hunting  fauns  sleeping 
flowers  are  blooming 
Swiss  s  s  s  s  s  goes  the  trees 
butterflys  flying. 


Melodie  Schweitzer 
Grade  3 


Rain  has  come  and  gone  and 
the  sun  is  shinny  bright, 

A  whole  new  day  has  begun. 

the  flowers  are  big  and  bright 

Elizabeth  Waterston 
Grade  3 


MR.  AND  MRS.  PEA 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pea  look  like  peas  that  is 
why  there  called  Pea.  One  day  Mrs.  Pea  found 
a  little  boy.  She  called  him  John  Pea.  And  Mr. 
Pea  found  a  little  girl.  He  called  her  Jane  Pea. 
When  thay  got  home  Mrs.  Pea  said  to  Mr.  Pea 
"I  have  a  little  boy  called  John  Pea".  "Well 
you  know  what"  said  Mr.  Pea  "l  brout  a  little 
girl  home  called  Jane  Pea"  and  after  That  thay 
all  lived  happly  ever  after. 


TACKLE  WITH  THE  WIND 

When  I  have  a  tackle  with  the 
wind,  the  wind  makes  me  spin.  And 
he  pulls  me  up  in  to  the  clouds 
with  a  puff  and  blows  my  umbrella 
inside  out.  So  thats  what  happens 
when  I  have  a  tackle  with  the  wind. 

Alexandra  Gillespie 
Grade  3 


Roberta  O'Brien 
Grade  2 


THE  RED  MAJIC  FLOWER 

Early  one  morning  a  girl  was 
walking  through  a  field.  Suddenly 
she  came  upon  a  beautiful  flower. 
She  plucked  it's  pettls,  then 
suddenly  she  appeared  in  a  beautiful 
castle.  There  she  saw  a  beautiful 
prince.  The  prince  asked  her  to 
marry  him.  She  sied  OK  then  they 
lived  happly  ever  after. 

The  End 

Blyth  Taylor 
Grade  2 

"I  toad  I  too  a  poody  cat" 
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James  von  Moltke 
Kindergarten 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Miss  Wilson,  Mrs.  Wright,  Mrs.  Allan,  Mrs.  Finley,  Mme.  Kebedgy,  Mrs 
Johnston. 


BAD  LUCK 

Once  I  went  out  and  when  I 
came  back  we  were  robbed. 


LOVE  IS 


Love  is  a  gift  from  God 
he  gave  it  to  us  for  ever 
so  we  could  have  fun  for 
ever  and  love  is  helping 
someone  and  Love  is  being 
1  helpful  to  and  Love  is  very 
Specel 

Natalie  Lerch 
Grade  2 


Belinda  Laubi 
Grade  1 


DOG 

I  now  a  dog  cold  Prins.  He 
is  a  dashhawnd.  He  lives  in  the 
cuntry.  He  is  long.  He  has  short 
legs.  He  is  bbawn.  I  like  him. 

He  likes  me.  He's  my  Grandfathers 
dog.  The  family  goes  to  see  the 
two  of  them. 


Virginia  Schweitzer 
Kindergarten 
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The  Lost  Self 


When  did  it  happen? 

It  was  too  dark  to  walk  and  skip  stones  on  the  river  -  really,  they  plunked  in,  but 
that  didn't  matter.  Plunking  them  in  made  waterflowers;  moment  art. 

Ignorance  and  knowledge  balanced  equals  art. 

Leaned  against  an  apple  tree.  Was  the  tree  of  knowledge  really  an  apple  tree? 

If  Eve  was  hungry,  don't  blame  her.  Even  if  she  did  have  other  things  to  eat. 

Lay  down  so  the  tree  made  a  bedpost;  gravestone  -  what's  the  difference?  -  and 
stared  at  the  stars.  They  seemed  more  like  brief  candles  than  eternal  fires,  from 
this  great  distance. 

Fire  and  water  and  earth.  First  elements.  Star  and  river  and  apple.  Elements 
and  understanding  in  seven  days.  Felt  elemental.  A  return  to  ignorance,  holding 
knowledge  in  the  hand.  Maybe  then;  so  soaked  in  knowledge  or  ignorance. 

Maybe  both;  was  it  art?  Felt  more  like  nature;  a  first  living  rather  than  a 
resurrection. 

Who's  Lucifer?  Saw  a  star  fall.  Pride  comes  before  a  fall.  Proud,  or  going 
somewhere?  Come  here,  star. 

Mad?  No,  just  unbalanced.  Up,  and  in.  Lost. 

The  stars  play  dot  to  dot  and  Orion  stalks  imaginary  deer.  Orion?  This,  Orion? 
These  horrifying  whirls  of  flame  flicker  and  touch,  join,  form  a  net.  Walk  it  like  a 
tightrope;  let  it  branch  out  petal-like  to  form  Saint  Catherine's  wheel.  She  had  nine 
lives,  like  a  cat.  Follow  the  yellow-brick  road. 

O,  the  net  is  now  of  string  and  leads  along  all  the  paths  of  the  labyrinth.  Why  not? 
Medea  has  kept  her  word.  Dance  along  the  E-string;  pizzicato.  Play  a  tarantula  - 
tarantella;  show  you're  unafraid.  Medea;  Medusa;  snake-leg  spider.  She  weaves 
her  web  daintily,  like  lace.  Lace-wing  lacerate  lace.  The  spools  toss  to  and  fro  like 
shooting  stars.  Back  they  home  like  pigeons.  Home?  This,  home?  Where  even 
Lucifer  falls  and  Medea  stretches  her  hand  from  a  great  distance. 

Lost. 

No  art,  no  achievement  in  this  loss.  All  ignorance  -  or  all  knowledge;  when  you 
can't  tell,  is  it  art?  O  Medea,  are  you  trustworthy?  The  river,  the  golden  road,  has 
led  us  to  no  fleece;  or  did  you  weave  it  into  your  net?  You  are  too  much  like  a  spider 
and  your  eyes  are  emerald  stars.  What  sort  of  fisherman  are  you?  Cat!  Cat  among 
pigeons  is  interesting  to  watch.  If  one  is  a  cat.  Better  leave  you  untried;  your 
perfection  imaginable  and  unknown.  Cannot  one  try  anything?  Perhaps  something  is 
trustworthy  perfect. 

Better  stay  here  and  burn.  O,  what  sort  of  martyr?  Smile  and  clutch  crossed 
sticks.  Not  a  living  death,  O  god.  With  knowledge  and  ignorance  at  crossed  purposes. 
These  sticks  do  not  lead  in  and  out,  only  up  and  down.  Lucifer  down,  Medea  out.  Do 
they  balance ? 

Stones  in  water,  nets  on  sky.  So  they  balance? 

Where  does  'I'  come  in? 

Polly  Carter,  Grade  11, 
First  Prize,  Senior  Award, 
Alexander  Hutchison 
Essay  Competition 


Simnell  the  Goat  Herder 

It  was  morning  in  Spring  Field.  The  sun  was  lighting  up  every  glistening  drop  of 
dew.  Simnell  lay  in  the  straw  watching  the  dawn  break.  Simnell  was  a  goat  herder; 
he  was  an  orphan.  Whenever  there  was  trouble  around,  guess  who  was  blamed;  poor 
old  Simnell  was  the  town  scapegoat.  The  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  Simnell  would 
not  hurt  a  fly.  Every  morning  at  the  break  of  dawn  Simnell  would  get  his  goats 
together  and  go  up  into  the  mountains.  Simnell  was  very  gifted;  he  could  play  a  flute 
which  charmed  all  the  animals  down  out  of  the  mountains.  The  animals  were  his  only 
friends. 

Now  I  will  tell  you  what  he  looked  like.  Simnell  was  fair  and  tall  and  lean.  He  was 
not  particularly  handsome,  but  he  had  a  certain  charm  about  him.  Simnell  was  a 
dreamer.  He  would  daydream  all  the  time  while  the  goats  ate  their  fill. 

One  day  Simnell  was  daydreaming  that  he  was  a  condor  and  was  soaring  above  the 
clouds.  Suddenly  he  realized  all  his  goats  had  strayed.  Now  Simnell  had  no  dogs  to 
send  after  the  goats,  so  he  started  walking.  By  night-fall  he  had  found  all  but  one  of 
the  goats  and  was  lying  in  the  straw  when  his  master  came  in. 

"Simnell!"  he  said  "Are  all  my  goats  in?" 

"No,  master.  "  said  Simnell  in  a  weak  voice  "One  is  still  lost.  " 

"Well"  replied  his  master  "Where  is  it?" 

"I  don't  know"  was  the  reply. 

"Go  out  and  find  it  in  the  morning!"  said  his  master,  and  he  took  off  his  belt  and 
gave  Simnell  a  sound  beating.  Then  Simenll  curled  up  in  a  ball  and  cried  and  let  out 
great  moans  of  grief. 

The  goats  stopped  bahing  and  a  kid  came  up  and  licked  the  dripping  blood  from  the 
boy's  back.  Simnell  slept  and  in  the  morning  he  rose  before  dawn  and  set  off. 

Simnell  was  a  fast  walker  and  he  reached  the  mountains  quickly.  Meanwhile  at  the 
barn  his  master  had  come  in  to  apologize  to  him  for  the  whipping,  and  to  tell  him  to 
forget  about  the  kid.  But  Simnell  was  gone. 

In  the  mountains  Simnell  was  lonely  and  started  to  play  his  flute  when  he  heard  a 
tiny  bleating  and  saw  the  goat.  He  climbed  up  on  his  bare  feet  which  were  cut  and 
bleeding.  When  he  reached  the  forlorn  goat  he  hugged  and  kissed  it. 

Now  Simnell  looked  up  and  found  it  was  nearly  dark.  He  must  stay  on  the  rock  for 
the  night.  To  risk  a  chance  of  wolves  would  be  stupid,  so  he  gathered  wood  and 
started  a  fire. 

Morning  broke  early  in  the  mountains  and  Simnell  and  the  goat  set  off  for  home. 

The  trip  home  was  hard  but  when  they  made  it  Simnell  was  happy.  His  master  greeted 
him  with  open  arms  and  Simnell  was  no  longer  the  scapegoat  of  Spring  Field,  but  a 
hero.  He  no  longer  slept  in  the  old  straw  but  in  his  master's  house.  Then  his 
master  adopted  him  and  Simnell  was  very,  very  happy  in  Spring  Field  from  there  after. 

Kate  Dalglish,  Grade  6, 
Tied  for  First  Prize, 
Middle  School  Award, 
Alexander  Hutchison 
Essay  Competition 
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My  Friends  the  Shadows 


At  night  in  bed  I  see  eerie  shadows  on  the  wall.  They  seem  to  be  more  like  a 
mysterious  person.  I  lie  awake  thinking  of  what  will  happen  next.  My  parents  talk 
in  low  whispers  so  as  not  to  wake  me  when  they  think  I  am  asleep.  When  they 
whisper  it  sounds  as  if  the  shadows  were  talking.  The  shadows  move  in  a  floating 
way.  They  float  so  gracefully  that  I  feel  as  if  I  would  like  to  join  them. 

I  can  only  see  the  outline  of  the  ghostly  figures.  They  move  all  sorts  of  ways  and 
so  fast  that  I  can  hardly  follow  them.  They  are  very  quiet,  I  have  never  heard  one 
speak.  Though  I  bet  they  had  a  voice  and  brain  as  good  as  mine. 

When  I  am  lonely  I  go  in  my  room,  close  the  door,  open  the  window  so  the  wind 
will  blow  the  curtains,  and  turn  off  the  light  and  see  my  friends  the  shadows.  They 
are  like  a  playmate  to  me.  The  strange  wonderful  figures  are  always  different.  I 
can  see  them  better  at  night. 

My  parents  don't  know  them  because  they  have  not  been  introduced.  No  one  in  the 
world  has  shadows  like  mine.  I  love  my  shadows  very  much.  They  never  bother  me 
and  they  are  fantastic  at  hide  and  seek.  When  I  count  to  ten  and  turn  on  the  light  to 
find  them  they  are  always  gone.  I  never  find  them  until  night  again. 

I  pretend  different  things  with  them.  Sometimes  I  pretend  that  they  are  in  a 
circus  and  that  the  one  nearest  me  is  the  ring  master  and  the  one  up  the  highest  is 
the  acrobat  on  the  trapeze. 

Sometimes  I  see  so  many  shadows  and  other  times  just  a  few.  I  will  always  have 
my  shadows  to  play  with  or  just  watch  and  pretend  things  about  them.  My  shadows 
are  so  nice.  They  are  never  rude  or  nasty  to  me.  They  are  very  nice  friends  to 
have.  I  wish  everybody  had  as  good  friends  as  I  do.  I  love  them  all  very,  very  much. 

Linda  Mackenzie,  Grade  5, 
Tied  for  First  Prize, 
Middle  School  Award, 
Alexander  Hutchison 
Essay  Competition 


If  I  Were... 


If  I  were  a  dog  I  would  be  very  happy  because  I  could  run  about  everywhere,  but 
if  I  were  a  dog  I  might  get  caught  by  the  dogcatcher  and  I  would  not  like  that  so  I 
guess  I  will  just  have  to  be  something  else. 

If  I  were  a  house  I  would  be  very  glad  because  I  would  not  have  to  go  to  school  and 
work,  but  if  I  were  a  house  I  would  miss  all  of  my  friends  and  I  would  not  like  that  so 
I  guess  I  do  not  want  to  be  a  house  either. 

If  I  were  a  bird  I  would  have  to  eat  worms  and  crumbs  off  the  street  and  that 
would  be  horrible  so  I  don't  think  I  want  to  be  a  bird. 

If  I  were  a  candle  I  would  be  so  pretty  burning  with  all  different  colours  but  if  I 
were  a  candle  I  would  burn  down  to  nothing  and  I  would  not  last  very  long,  so  I  do  not 
really  want  to  be  a  candle  after  all. 

If  I  were  a  car  I  would  go  all  around  town  and  pass  everybody,  but  if  I  were  a  car 
I  would  have  to  drink  gasoline  and  that  would  not  taste  very  good  so  I  do  not  want  to 
be  a  car. 

If  I  were  my  mother  I  would  be  happy  because  I  could  hit  my  brother  Charles, 
and  if  he  hit  me  back  I  would  send  him  to  his  room,  but  if  I  were  my  mother  I  would 
have  to  do  the  dishes  and  keep  the  house  clean  and  I  just  hate  doing  the  dishes  and 
cleaning  the  house,  so  I  guess  I  will  just  be  myself. 

Madeline  Mulholland,  Grade  4, 
First  Prize,  Junior  Award, 
Alexander  Hutchison 
Essay  Competition 


FUTURE  SONG 


Today, 

the  sun  was  high  in  the  sky 
burning  with  a  golden  splendour, 
which  caressed  the  land  snd  sea. 

Flowers  and  skyscrapers  grew  up 
and  flourished  in  the  warm  summer  air. 

For  the  whole  summer  long, 
the  small  globe  thrived. 

The  long  days  each  brought 

more  advances  in  human  endeavours 

as  the  sun  looked  on  from  its  zenith. 

But  the  fall  was  nearing 
and  the  flowers  withered. 

One  by  one,  dehydrated  petals  fell  to  the  ground. 

The  sun  sank  behind  some  clouds 

and  only  a  dull  glow  reached  the  earth. 

Plastic  programmed  people  lived  in  chrome  domes. 
Impenetrable  jungles  of  skyscrapers 
had  grown  up  and  strangled  the  sun. 

Test  tube  babies,  synthetic  food  in  capsules 
and  paper  flowers  abounded. 

The  --  days  turned  to  night. 

The  sun  rose  no  more. 

The  evergreens  lost  their  colour 

and  sight,  sound,  smell,  taste  and  touch  died. 

Darkness  --  Destruction  --  Death. 

The  wind  screamed  out  the  rumours  and  tales 
of  the  millions  of  decades  of  the  earth. 

Howling  over  the  destruction, 
mourning  for  the  dead. 

Amid  the  ruins  of  the  world  -- 
shattered  fragments  of  glass  houses, 
cracked  people,  broken  rockets, 
computers  and  hearts  -- 
lay  a  torn  black  crepe  paper  rose. 

Vicky  Gregory,  Grade  10 
Honourable  Mention 
Poetry  Competition 


Maturity  cannot  be  found  gift-wrapped  in  your  first  cigarette.  It  will  not 
miraculously  appear  on  your  eighteenth  birthday.  Maturation,  like  a  painting,  needs 
time  and  patience. 

When  we  were  energetic  youngsters,  we  did  not  know  what  it  meant  to  be  rational. 
Impulsive  and  restless,  storming  in  and  out  back  doors,  we  did  not  concern  ourselves 
with  the  distant  future.  The  consequences  of  our  adventures  were  unimportant. 

In  adolescence  however,  we  realize  the  directions  our  lives  will  take  are 
determined  by  the  decisions  we  make  now.  The  ability  to  think  rationally  is  the  key 
to  maturity!  Once  logic  is  used  in  our  decisions,  once  we  can  begin  to  look  at 
situations  objectively,  despite  our  emotions,  we  can  consider  ourselves  on  the  road 
to  becoming  mature  adults. 

Tolerance  is  an  important  part  of  maturity.  This  form  of  self-control,  enables 
us  to  put  up  with  someone's  undesireable  traits.  By  successfully  putting  ourselves 
in  another  person's  position,  we  can  learn  to  be  tolerant.  Objective  analysis  of 
another's  situation,  allows  us  to  understand  that  person.  Both  understanding  and 
tolerance  are  the  keys  to  harmony  between  two  mature  people. 

Maturity  is  the  ability  to  help  ourselves  more  than  anyone  else  can  help  us.  We 
should  strive  for  independence!  Once  able  to  function  on  our  own,  we  will  be  more 
self-confident  than  ever  before.  Self-assurance  will  give  us  the  freedom  we  need  to 
give  of  ourselves.  There  is  always  someone  who  wants  our  patience,  our  under¬ 
standing,  and  our  love.  Because  of  objective  analysis,  the  fear  of  being  emotionally 
wounded  will  diminish.  Selflessness  will  replace  selfishness.  We  will  have  inner 
strength. 

Maturity  is  not  old  age.  Maturity  rarely  comes  with  adulthood.  Maturity  is 
what  makes  life  bearable,  once  our  childhood  and  adolescent  impressions  of  the 
grown  up  world  have  crumbled.  Maturity  can  be  a  work  of  art! 


I  HAD 

I  had  an  idea  for  a  poem 

-  it  was  to  breathe  hell  and  fire 

-  it  was  to  contain  symbolism 
metaphor,  nuance  and  tone 

-  it  vanished 

I  had  a  dream  in  my  life 

-  to  make  myself  and  all  others  happy 

-  to  find  a  new  idea,  a  new  thought 
for  an  old  weary  world 

-  it  crumbled 

I  had  a  tear  for  all  man 

-  it  was  shed  for  every  starving  child 

-  for  every  bomb  that  fell 
and  for  every  unhappy  hour 

-  it  dried 

I  had  a  belief 

-  a  belief  in  myself 

-  a  belief  in  you 

-  a  belief  in  spring,  in  summer 
in  joy,  in  laughter,  in  tears 
and  in  love 

-  it  was  disillusioned 

Susan  E.  Seagram,  Grade  11 
Honourable  Mention 
Poetry  Competition 


Jo-Anne  Velin,  Grade  10, 

Winner  of  the  Speech  Competition 
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DANCE  TO  A  PAINTING 


He  said  that  he  would  make  an  art 
Out  of  life;  and  he  did. 

He  wandered  around  city,  carrying  a  box  of  masks 
And  would  put  a  different  one  on  for  everyone  he  met 
And  they  would  never  tell  him  to  go  away. 

Paradox  was  his  mother  tongue-in-cheek. 

He  worshipped  all  gods,  from  three-in-one  to  Greek: 

He  wandered  around  country,  carrying  the  white  flower 
And  would  gaze  into  lakes  and  say  "I  love  you" 

But  he  meant  the  lake,  not  his  reflection 
So  echo  was  a  part  I  never  tried  to  play. 

He  would  meditate  on  the  mutability  of  his  madness 
While  he  danced  to  a  painting  or  sang  a  poems  sadness: 

His  pockets  were  full  of  presents  to  give  to  people. 
Seeds  to  plant  in  odd  corners  of  dry  earth 
And  though  he  produced  trees 
Once  he'd  given  he  would  leave 
So  I  could  never  play  Eve. 

When  his  pockets  were  empty 
And  only  the  death  mask  was  left 

He  said  that  he  would  make  an  art 
Out  of  death;  and  he  did. 

I  was  his  Antigone. 

Polly  Carter,  Grade  11, 
First  Prize, 

Poetry  Competition 
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Why  Not 


Remember... 


Simple  sixth  Form  ineffectuality  .  .  .  stress  .  .  .  what  can  you  do,  eh? 
.  .  .  fisiks.  .  .  come  on  all  you  non  -  N.  A .  L.  ers,  out  ya  go.  .  .  I  feel 
obese.  . .  que  faire.  .  .  Are  you  getting  picked  up  ? ...  I've  lost  my  HWBK 
.  .  .  Swine  House.  .  .  tnuc  ! .  .  .  LTD  and  standard  Volvos.  .  .  feuilles  roses 
.  .  .  O  &S.  .  .  Hope.  .  .  Oh  Wow !  .  .  .  Tia  Maria.  .  .  Third  Bell,  girls.  .  . 
parking  and  porking.  .  .fascination  of  the  abomination.  .  .time  and  time 
again  the  chance  for  Love  has  passed  me  by.  .  .  hen  pecks.  .  .  crude  maps 
.  .  .  crong  bong  dongs.  .  .  iweguwer  werbs.  .  .What  a  Hunk! .  .  .  GVDL.  .  . 

Big  Boys.  .  .  cruisin' .  .  .  you  have  nothing  to  do  ?  ! .  .  .  motorcycles  .  .  . 
Stairway  to  Heaven.  ..  Normal  this  class,  O.  K  ? .  .  .  L.  C .  C.  jocks... 

I'll  get  the  car.  .  .  Butterflies  are  free.  .  .  Ted.  .  .  Stanstud.  . .  Note  global 
.  .  .  Madonna.  .  .  I've  over  dressed.  .  .  Really! .  .  .  rock  and  roll  sensuelle 
.  .  .  what  did  you  DO  this  weekend  ?  ! .  .  .  cope.  .  .  Dreamer.  .  . 


Days  of  Wine  and  Roses 

Who  shall  I  invite  to.  the  Grad?,  . .  oooh  yuck!  What  a 
HUNK: .  .  Sangria.  .  .  the  sea  is  reflected  in  your  eyes.  .  . 
Mount  Stephen  Club.  .  .  powder  room.  .  .  What  happened  to.  .  . 
the  Yorkshire  pudding.  .  .french  pastries.  .  .the  piano  player 
.  .  .  Billy  Cream.  . .  and  the  air  conditioner.  .  .  and  Drew.  .  . 
???...  wine.  .  .  dine.  . .  dance.  .  .  last  song  ? .  .  .  strawberries. 
.  .  .  yum.  .  .  cider.  .  .  yum.  .  .  how  romantic.  .  .  baby-love.  .  . 
dancing  in  the  moonlight,  everybody.  .  .  maybe  jist  a  liddle 
mitmore.  .  .  cheese-cake.  .  .  yum.  . .  ice-cream.  .  basement 
.  .  .  burp. .  .  overheated. .  .  hey  it' s  morning.  .  .  sunrise  at  the 
summit  or  Muldoon's  Point.  . .  Sare's  croissants.  .  .  I  could 

have  danced  all  night . we  came,  we  saw,  we  were 

conquered. . . 
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Prizes 


Vale  Prize 

Stephanie  Metrakos 
Elizabeth  Shaver 

Academic  Promise 

Linda  Cooper 

Creative  Arts 

Polly  Carter 

Public  Speaking 

Jo-Anne  Velin 

Alexander  Hutchison  -  Senior 

Polly  Carter 

Honourable  Mention 

A  my  Scowen 

Margaret  MacCallum 

-  Middle 

Kate  Dalglish 

Linda  Mackenzie 

-  Junior 

Madeline  Mulholland 

Verse  Speaking  Competition  -  Senior 

Jane  Common 

-  Intermediate 

Jennifer  Pepall 

-  Upper  Elementary 

Borra  Garson 

Anne  Hallward 

Winner  Photography  Contest 
(photo  on  p.  5 3) 

Jane  Fontein 

Try  Cramped, - 

Study  Made- 

Three  juveniles  were  arrested  at  9:30  pm 
last  Tuesday  trying  to  steal  the  school  crest 
from  the  roof  of  Miss  Edgar's  and  Miss  Cramp's 
School,  525  Mt.  Pleasant  Avenue.  The  three 
were  caught  by  police  on  the  roof  before  they 
could  unbolt  the  sign. 

Next  evening  a  sign  was  stolen  from  the 
Ingleside  (sic!)  Avenue  entrance  to  The  Study, 
however. 


-The  Westmount  Examiner 
June  5,  1975 
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BIRTHS 


Mr.  &  Mrs.  Robert  Gibson  (Lorna  Birks),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Daniel  Tingley  (Sara  Thornton) 
a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  William  Mitchell  (Joann  Egar),  a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  John  Slidell 
(Mary  MacFarlane),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Robert  Bianchi  (Louise  Whitaker),  a  daughter;  Mr. 

&  Mrs.  John  Black  (Audrey  Keyes),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  George  McLaren  (Peggy  Tennant), 
a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Victor  Suthren  (Lindsay  Scott),  a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  David  Kinin- 
month  (Sarah  Farrell),  a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Bruce  Johnson  (Stephanie  Laird),  a  daughter; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Scott  Taylor  (Marjorie  Pitblado),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Frank  Heaps  (Heather 
MacLean),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Perry  Safford  (Claire  Porteous),  a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs. 
Marcel  Guay  (Mary  Mackay),  a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  John  Hutchison  (Sally  Nelson),  a 
daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Michael  Carroll  (Ann  McRobie),  a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Rob 
Holden  (Susan  Fisher),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Robert  Bowes  (Debby  Fieldhouse),  a  daughter; 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  David  Beebe  (Lynn  Markham),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Frank  Nemet  (Cynthia  King), 
a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Peter  A.  Stuart  (Barbara  Francis),  a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Barry 
Hart  (Penny  Dolman),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Malcalm  MacKay  (Barbara  Tennant)^  a  daughter 
Mr.  &  Mrs.  Greville  Price  (Karen  Keator),  a  daughter;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Gordon  Elbourne, 

(Mary  Brinsden),  a  son;  Mr.  &  Mrs.  B.  Cusson  ^Priscilla  Kuhner),  a  daughter. 


Mrs.  Theodore  G.  Morgan  (Margaret 
Molson)  at  Montreal,  on  May  6th,  1974. 
Mrs.  A.D.  Laird  (Patricia  Hale)  at 
Toronto,  on  January  19th,  1975. 

Mrs.  T.  T.  Arnold  (Jean  Cassils) 
February,  1975. 


DEATHS 


MARRIAGES 


Ann  Yuile  to  Mr.  Lawrence  Kenneth  Selbeck 
Sally  Sharp  to  Mr.  John  David  Cageorge 
Katie  Lewis  to  Mr.  Roger  Williams 
Ann  Stikeman  to  Mr.  Bruce  Simpson  Gar¬ 
land 

Suzanne  Oates  to  Mr.  Peter  Ernesj;  Cooper 
Monica  Keator  to  Mr.  Jorgen  Ulrich  Scheel 
Christine  Bone  to  Mr.  Arto  Viiri 
Gail  Murphy  to  Mr.  Richard  Pomerantz 
Sarah  Larratt  Smith  to  Mr.  Richard  Mac- 
Kay  Keefer 

Ann  Common  to  Mr.  Brian  D.  Curry 
Adrienne  (Cassils)  Raphael  to  Mr.  Nicholas 
Taris 

Nancy  McEntyre  to  Mr.  James  Gordon 
Wright 

Prudence  Hugman  to  Dr.  J.  Carl  Sutton,  Jr. 
Diana  Common  to  Mr.  Ernest  D.  Dempsey 


t 
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To  Mrs.  Willmott 


who  tried.  .  . 


THANKS 


$ 
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